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POETRY : A M a guzine of V erse 

WITH THE WIND 

My soul is borne out on the wind. 

Through the opaqueness of her earthly case she glitters like 

a sword. 
She is free; she rides her body as the whirlwind the storm. 
She is free from the death of the flesh. 

Her passage is brief as the lightning, 
As the flash of the outgoing sea-gull, 
Or the slipping frigate! 
She is the juggler who raises the dead, 
With whom the spirits speak. 

The soul is beautiful ! Proud in her beauty she laughs at 

life 
And drinks deep of the day. 
And she casts herself on the wing of the wind, 
Breasting the uppermost height. 



ON THE HEIGHTS 

It is exquisite, arrived at the outermost limit, 

No longer to thirst for anything. 

How poignantly sou yielded yourself and became intoxicated 

With the fierce wine of my presence ! 

Sensitively the last veil 

Completely melted between us. 

[258] 



Konstantin Balmont 

Oh, how beautiful, in the temple of the woods, 
That irretrievable hour! 

From the Russian of Konstantin Balmont 
Translated by Edith Chapman Tracy 



EASY PARTING 

You are relieved and grateful 

That she has made it easy for you; 

And so you show respect 

To the gallant courage, 

Playing up in this defeated moment. 

You can not see 

That this is only the shell of her, 

Who, in the long lonely nights, 

While beside her you slept unmindful, 

Knew that sometime her heart would fail, 

And killed herself 

By tiny fragments 

Years ago. 

Mildred Cummer Wood 
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